BARBARIAN STORIES

At mid-afternoon from the house that little wood
of cherry trees looked utterly light and gay against
the remote hollows of the pines. But Priscus knew
better. He pointed, whispering: 'Go to him, Italicus!
I can't help, but you might.' The boy pulled back
from his hand: 'I don't want to, please! He doesn't
like me!' 'No, but you must. After all - he's your
cousin. Bring him back here; he won't hurt you.'
Italicus looked for an excuse, but only saw that he was
frightened. But that - he musn't say it, he looked
appealingly at Priscus again, bit at two finger-nails
and went.

Thymelicus was still in the cherry tree, aware that
he was hungry now, and stiff and scratched, taking
his only pleasure from that. The green world of
leaves was all round him, the sick world of memories
and old hopes weighting his heart. Feet sounded
lightly on the grass, hesitating, seeking for him again.
cLet me alone!' he almost cried aloud, 'alone with
these images!' Then, as nothing happened, he looked
down, and there, just under him, that pink, round
face, smiling, laughing at him still. His tunic tore on
a knot as he jumped. No matter, see that face whiten
and melt into sheer surprise and then terror, feel him
go over all in a piece, stop him laughing ever any
more!, , . But what had happened? He was
fighting two, four, all the garden full of men! The
more the better. He was alive at last.

Suddenly he heeled backwards, everything twisting
over, faces, leaves, sky, leaves, faces, nothing.
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